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It was magnificent, and it certainly was not war, for
they carried polished spades instead of rifles.

In the centre of the Zeppelinweise stood a sort of altar,
carrying a spade and crossed sheaves. After passing the
saluting base, each unit wheeled into its place In the
arena. The last 3,000 marchers were stripped to the
waist, and brought new colour to the scene with their
tanned bodies, contrasting with the grey uniforms and the
steel of spades. Finally, detachments of the Women's
Labour Service marched past Hitler and formed two
circles, each round a tall mast. To a roll of drums they
broke the flags of Germany and of the National Labour
Service.

Now a giant voice addressed us through a thousand loud
speakers: "Fiihrer, see us, we are thy Germany T

Wir sind die Fahnentrdger
Der neuen Zeit!

We are the standard bearers

Of the new age!

We have become one people

Through his hand;

He drew us together

Into the Fatherland!

God bless the work and our beginnings,

God bless the Leader and these times!

Herr Hitler left the long, low, black Mercedes car in
which he had been standing for three hours at the salute,
and mounted the tribune. While he spoke I thought of
an old photograph I had seen of him as a soldier, in 1914,
sunken-cheeked, haggard, with a heavy moustache; and
another as an unknown agitator in Munich, in 1920, pale,
thin, standing in the snow in very thin shoes and shabby
overcoat, talking to a few dozen listeners; and again, in
1933, still pale and thin, with a wisp of hair tumbling
over his burning eyes, a hard-bitten, hard-worked man,